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	1. Teaser

DISCLAIMER: It's Paramount's galaxy.

AUTHOR'S NOTE: C/7. AU where Seven and Chakotay are trapped within a graviton ellipse when investigating the Ares IV wreckage during the episode "One Small Step." They discover more than they bargain for inside.

I've decided to try something different for me and write the five AUs from "Possibilities" simultaneously. I'll post the first chapter "teaser" for each over the next few days and then go from there (expanded from what was in the original). Reviews are always welcome.

#

THE GRAVITON ELLIPSE

Stardate 53293.7

"_Delta Flyer, report_."

Paris, Seven and Chakotay were running out of time. Paris was working in the cramped access panel just behind the pilot's seat to install a 21st century piece of machinery into the 24th century shuttle. Amazingly, despite the hundreds of compatibility issues that could crop up, he thought they had a good chance to get it to work and restore power to their vital systems. "We're trying to integrate the distributor. Stand by, Captain." He attached the final component and turned to Seven who was at one of the shuttle's consoles. "Try bypassing the power couplings."

"No effect," Seven responded. She was still in her EVA suit she had used to go over to _Ares IV_ and retrieve the distributor. Not only had she returned with the vital piece of equipment, but also gigaquads of data from the _Ares IV_ mission and the remains of Astronaut John Mark Kelly himself.

Paris continued to tinker with the distributor. It was either going to work or not. "Resequence the ion modulators, see if that does it."

Suddenly there was the tell-tale sound of systems powering up. "Power conversion in process," Seven confirmed.

Paris moved over to Seven's station to see for himself. "We have propulsion, shields," he observed.

"The plasma flow is still fluctuating." Seven was not happy with what she saw.

"Stay on top of it," Paris replied and moved over to the pilot's position and started prepping for departure. "Paris to _Voyager_."

"_Go ahead_."

"Open the shuttlebay doors. We're coming home."

"_Acknowledged_."

"Laying in an escape trajectory," Paris said, marking their route to avoid the wreckage contained within the ellipse. The space was littered with debris, and they had only a chance to explore a fraction of what the ellipse contained. The _Ares IV_ discovery had been exciting, but he'd be happy to get out of here quickly. Besides, Chakotay was laid out in the Flyer's rear section and needed medical attention.

At Voyager's tactical station Tuvok examined the parameters of the graviton ellipse. A fascinating and dangerous phenomenon to be sure. Millions of terajoules of subspace energy not only generating an intense electromagnetic field, but also level 9 gravimetric distortions. By his calculations, the Away Team on the _Delta Flyer_ only had four minutes before the ellipse was gone. "The ellipse is returning to subspace," he said.

"The Flyer?" Janeway asked as she stepped up to Ensign Kim at _Voyager_'s science station.

Kim studied the sensor readings. "They're approaching the perimeter. Two thousand meters, eighteen hundred."

"The anomaly's submerging," Torres interrupted from the helm. She was struggling to keep _Voyager_ in position just outside the anomaly's disturbance perimeter. Graviton eddies swept past the ship on all sides.

"Are we in tractor range?" Janeway asked.

"Not yet," Tuvok replied. The readings were fluctuating wildly as the ellipse neared the normal space threshold.

"Take us closer," Janeway commanded stepping up to Torres at the helm.

"Captain?" Torres didn't want to get any closer. She was having enough trouble as it was.

"Do it," Janeway ordered.

Tuvok shook his head. "They're still out of reach. Another three hundred meters."

"Closer," Janeway urged.

"We'll be pulled right in with them," Torres complained. _Voyager_ began to shake as the inertial dampers couldn't compensate for the extreme gravimetric forces. There was a sudden eddy that buffeted the ship and moved it further away. Torres had to fight with the controls to keep the vessel steady.

"Just a few more meters."

"We're too close!"

They were running out of time. That last eddy had affected their progress. "I still can't get a lock with the tractor beam," Tuvok said. "I believe, however, they're close enough for transporters." It was their only option and a last ditch effort.

"Get them out of there!" Janeway barked.

"Locking onto their comm badge signals," Tuvok replied. "Energizing."

_Voyager_ continued to shake violently. "Transporter room," Janeway said into the comm. "Report."

There was a hesitation. "_Paris here. You've beamed over me and the remains of Kelly. You have to go back for Seven and Chakotay. Lock onto their biosignatures._"

"We have to move now," Torres shouted with alarm. "The anomaly's submerging and the gravimetric shear is too strong!"

"Tuvok!" Janeway shouted.

"There's too much interference," Tuvok replied. "There's no signal to lock onto."

Janeway grimaced, but knew it was time to retreat. "Reverse thrusters, full impulse!" she commanded and then turned to Tuvok. "What happened?"

"I locked onto what signal I could, their comm badges," Tuvok replied. "It is apparent neither Commander Chakotay or Seven of Nine were wearing their comm badges and one of the badges must have been in the proximity of the remains of Mister Kelly."

"It's too late now," B'Elanna observed. She looked back at the Captain who was still standing next to the helm, her eyes haunted. "They're trapped. The ellipse has completely submerged into subspace."

Janeway looked out the main viewscreen and backed up. The ellipse was gone and with it her friends. Only the star-studded blackness of space stared back at her. She fell back heavily into her command chair and a gasp caught in her throat. She had lost them both…

#

Sparks continued to erupt from the pilot console where just moments before Tom Paris had sat. Seven could still clearly recall the look of surprise on Tom's face as he turned to face her when the transporter beam engaged. Almost immediately after losing its pilot, the _Delta Flyer_ veered significantly from the intended trajectory and the gravimetric shear almost ripped the craft in two. A half minute of chaos followed before the inertial dampers were finally able to compensate for the Flyer's erratic motion. Seven moved over quickly to cut the power to the affected panel. Auto-pilot had already kicked in and the computer was now trying to stabilize the Flyer and bring it out of its tumble. She studied the remaining readings and nothing catastrophic or life threatening presented itself. Of course the orange blur out the main window made it clear they were still within the anomaly, and so the prospect of surviving in the long term was negligible. That was irrelevant now. She decided to let the computer do its job and moved towards the aft compartment of the Flyer. There was something she had to check immediately.

For a brief moment, Seven's heart sank when she discovered that Commander Chakotay was no longer on the table in the rear of the Flyer. Almost right away, however, she heard him struggling and realized he was still aboard. The relief she felt almost overwhelmed her. He had fallen off the far side of the table and was attempting to get up. She moved over quickly to assist.

"What happened?" he said, leaning on her heavily as she helped him stand. He had still not recovered from the injuries he sustained from the plasma discharge during their initial attempt to leave the ellipse

"Our final effort to escape the ellipse has failed," Seven responded as she helped him back up onto the table. "We were almost to the perimeter, but not far enough for _Voyager_ to use a tractor beam."

"We're trapped?"

"Yes. The ellipse is back in subspace."

"Is Tom alright?"

Seven hesitated. "It appears _Voyager_ used the transporter when the tractor option failed, but for some reason, only transported Lieutenant Paris from the Flyer when we reached the apex of our trajectory." Then something occurred to her as her mind cleared. She scanned the rest of the room and noticed Lieutenant Kelly's remains were also gone. "I believe I have an explanation. They must have used our communicators to boost the signal. Unfortunately, neither of us were wearing our communicators at the time of transport."

Chakotay reached for where his communicator would be on his chest, but as Seven said, it wasn't there. Then he recalled it was removed when Tom treated some of his internal injuries and glanced over to the counter where it had been placed. Sure enough, it was gone. Too bad they hadn't thought of that fallback possibility before their attempt to leave the ellipse. Chakotay's head was still spinning from when the inertial dampers had failed and he didn't feel well. He lowered himself down to the table until he was resting on his side. "What's our status?" he asked weakly as he closed his eyes.

Seven frowned. "Thrusters are functioning and currently stabilizing our profile, but likely the core is still offline and impulse engines inoperable. I imagine we're at minimal life support and wouldn't be surprised if hull integrity has been compromised." To emphasize the point, there was a sound outside the Flyer as a piece of debris impacted. Seven looked about the compartment. The creaks afterwards throughout the ship were not that encouraging. No doubt, they were surrounded by a great deal of debris and collisions would be unavoidable. In time, just as with Ares IV before them, the Flyer with the two of them inside would become part of the ellipse's debris field. "In short, Commander, your juvenile interest in paleontology and insistence on recovering the Ares IV module has condemned us to death within this anomaly." She couldn't quite hide the disgust in her voice, but regretted saying it out loud almost immediately. Anger would be of little use now. She glanced down to Commander Chakotay and realized he hadn't heard anyway, having fallen back unconscious. That's what his body probably needed most. To make sure it was nothing more serious, she found a medical tricorder and scanned his vitals. He still had a concussion and they would have to do something about his internal injuries, but there was nothing immediately life threatening.

She retrieved a blanket from the floor and placed it over him, moving him more towards the center of the table while she did so to reduce the risk of an additional fall. First order of business was to ascertain ship's status, and then determine how best to treat Chakotay's injuries. With the ellipse now subsumed into sub-space, escape was likely impossible, but she couldn't dwell on these thoughts. There might still be a chance when the ellipse re-entered regular space. How long that would take was anyone's guess, but they needed to be ready when the opportunity occurred.

One small step at a time.


	2. Damage Report

Chapter 2 – Damage Report

During the first few days in the ellipse, Seven assessed all the _Delta Flyer_'s systems while caring for Chakotay. The medical kit was of little use, but according to her scans, Chakotay was recovering on his own and there wouldn't be any lasting effects from the plasma discharge. Each day Chakotay improved and was able to do more, which was encouraging. They kept a set time for meals and would eat together. Seven also took time to create an energy connection to the warp core so she could "plug in" and regenerate her Borg components when necessary. It required her to make an incision in her wrist to access the particular Borg component. She set up the conduit next to one of the bunks in the rear of the Flyer for she found it easier to lie down while hooked up and regenerating in this way. When he was feeling well enough, Chakotay moved to the other bunk across the cabin. There was no diurnal lighting cycle within the ellipse, so on the first "night," Seven shielded the Flyer's exterior windows at a set time and dimmed the lights to simulate evening and night. As such, a daily routine was established.

It was now the fourth day. Chakotay was finally feeling well enough to move about for part of the day and was sitting in the operations seat in the front compartment of the _Delta Flyer_. It was mid-morning, according to ship time, and so the shielding for the windows had been removed. Indistinct wisps of gas and debris of various shapes and sizes swirled and tumbled outside, and the ever-present orange glow permeated the interior of both the anomaly and the ship. Flashes of electromagnetic pulses danced on the periphery. The graviton ellipse had returned into sub-space and escape, at least for the time being, was impossible. Chakotay still felt a little shaky, but at this point both he and Seven agreed that the best medicine he could receive was activity. He sipped on the mug of green tea from the rations pack while Seven was at the pilot's console with the seat pivoted to face him.

Seven glanced at the PADD in her hands. "It's not encouraging," she finally said. Her damage assessment was complete. The first day she had changed out of the bulky EVA suit and was back into her regular clothing. They would have to replicate some additional outfits and devise a way of cleaning and reusing what they had, but that could be figured out later. Fortunately the Flyer had basic facilities connected to the rear compartment, including a sonic shower.

"Let's hear it," Chakotay replied. "Start off with a synopsis of key systems, I think that's all I can bear for now."

Chakotay had already heard bits and pieces as he recovered, but this was the first time they would sit down together and try to figure out what to do next. Seven nodded and consulted the PADD before placing it down on the console. "Okay. First off power and propulsion. Miraculously, the power distribution node from the Ares IV capsule is still functioning. As a result, the warp core is back on-line and can provide the necessary power to ship's systems, but the port nacelle is reading a fault and likely sustained physical damaged. It will take an EVA to know for certain the extent of the damage, but until repaired, we have no warp capability and won't be able to initiate a stable field for tests."

"Engaging the warp drive is not going to do us any good in here," Chakotay commented.

"I've adjusted controls for minimum consumption. At the power output needed to run critical systems continuously including the replicator and my auxiliary regeneration interface, I estimate our dilithium supply will be depleted within the year."

"Is that why you have it so warm in here?"

"Now that the ellipse back in subspace, the radiation field enclosed within appears to be producing a great deal of heat that remains trapped inside. In fact, we have to radiate some of that heat away from the Flyer to keep conditions bearable. I've set the environmental controls to a comfortable, albeit higher temperature than normal."

Chakotay frowned. Something they'll have to get used to. Still, a single year wasn't enough. "We're going to have to extend the dilithium lifetime somehow. For all we know, the ellipse might take more than a year to re-enter normal space and give us a change to escape."

"Even if it did, we're in no condition to make the attempt. Impulse engines are severely compromised. With the Ares IV power converter, our top acceleration is currently 1/8th impulse at best. That will get us around inside the anomaly, but if we hope to escape the gravimetric distortions, we'll have to get that up to half impulse or preferably much better. It looks like we'll have to rebuild the engines."

"But… we have no spare parts," Chakotay finished.

"Exactly."

"And, if we replicate the parts, it cuts into our dilithium reserve."

Seven nodded. No need to continue to confirm the obvious out loud, although it was likely some parts would have to be replicated, most notably, a replacement for the Ares IV power converter in case that too failed. "Thrusters are functioning fine," she continued, "but we have a limited amount of fuel and replicating more will again deplete our dilithium even faster."

"There's no way around it, finding an alternative source of energy is our first priority."

That was Seven's assessment too. To keep it succinct, she could very well stop with that. There were still a few key systems, however, left to discuss. "Transporters appear to still be operational, but I wouldn't trust using them on ourselves until we do some tests. Unfortunately, any tests again will deplete the dilithium."

"We can hold off on that. Perhaps conduct those tests simultaneously when we find the need to transport something."

"Agreed. Life support is functioning fine for now, but we have no replacements for any components. The atmospheric scrubbers, waste reclamation. All single point failures to the entire system."

"Shields?"

"The Borg enhancements are still on-line. It's the one system that has survived fully intact."

How ironic. Chakotay frowned. She had been absolutely right. The assessment wasn't encouraging. "What about sensors? Perhaps we can use them to find something useful in this debris field."

Seven shrugged. "I've cannibalized what I can from the phaser circuits to repair the sensors, so our weapons are off-line. The lateral array is still not functioning. I can't seem to isolate the problem, so for now, we only have forward sensors. The radiation in the anomaly limits their range considerably. For the rest, it's a mixed bag. Gravity is down to point eight. Inertial dampers are at seventy percent. Hull integrity has been compromised, but we're not in danger of a breech, and given everything else, it's the least of our worries anyway."

Chakotay set the mug of tea down and rubbed his face with this hands. "What a mess," he said. He looked out into the anomaly. The orange glow from within the anomaly illuminated the nearby debirs, all of it in a constant chaotic tumble. Seven had used thrusters to position the Flyer away from the larger pieces that might cause damage, but the hull was hit by a smaller piece every ten minutes or so. "Have you learned anything else about the anomaly itself?"

Seven shook her head. "Nothing definitive. I've concentrated on damage assessment. I have noted that the interior appears to enclose a larger volume than the ellipse's outside dimensions warrant. Sensors don't allow me to make an exact measurement, but I suspect the volume is increased at least ten thousand times."

"Due to the gravimetric field?"

"Precisely," Seven confirmed. "Not uncommon for a spatial anomaly of this intensity."

"Where is this radiation coming from?"

Seven turned to look out the forward windows as well. "It extends from the mid-visible down into the infrared and mircrowaves," Seven answered. "If you're thinking it might serve as an energy source, I've already considered it. We may be able to construct a means of creating a heat engine of sorts, but I'm uncertain it would supply the levels of energy we need."

"It sure is generating enough radiative heat."

If the radiation had extended to shorter wavelengths, Kelly would have used the solar arrays on Ares IV to harness the energy. Those arrays were now gone. As it was, Kelly survived for a time using battery reserves, but eventually he too had run out of the energy needed to power critical systems. He didn't have replicators, so eventually he would have run out of food as well. Something nagged at Chakotay. "The radiation seems to be coming from all around," he mused. "From the ellipse's periphery."

Seven didn't respond but continued to look out at the anomaly's radiation as well.

Chakotay pulled his hand through his hair. "Seven, I'm sorry it turned out this way," he said. "The fact that we're trapped here is totally my fault. I was just…" He wasn't quite sure how to say it. He had apologized before, several times in fact, what more could he say? He had been irresponsible and placed his own interests above the mission, and there was nothing he could do now to fix it.

"The gravimetric gradient," Seven said.

"What was that?"

"The source of the radiation. It's probably the gravimetric gradient between the interior of the anomaly and the contact surface within subspace. I suspect there are strong magnetic fields at the boundary as well."

There was something in Seven's voice that told Chakotay this was something significant. "Is that helpful to us?" he asked.

Seven turned back to face him and nodded. "I think so." The wheels in her head were turning. It was almost as if Chakotay could see a solution forming in her mind. "If we construct a conductive tether with a circuit loop and align it perpendicular to the anomaly's contact surface with subspace, we could possibly exploit the magnetic fields along the tether to produce an electrical current."

"Would it be enough?"

Seven thought some more. "The trick would be in extending the tether far enough into the heart of the magnetic field. A rotation would produce the necessary alternating current. If we extend too far, however, the gravimetric gradient would rip the tether apart."

"So it depends on the tensile strength of the material we can fabricate and the how close to the boundary we can extend the tether."

"Exactly," Seven said and pivoted her seat so it faced back forward. "I'll adjust the Flyer's position so we can make the required scans."

The Flyer rotated so it faced radially outward from the anomaly's center and Seven initiated the forward sensors. She studied the results for a moment. "This looks promising," she finally said.

"Would we have to replicate the material for the tether?"

"Not entirely," Seven responded and looked up out the forward window. "We could utilize metals collected from the debris field. That would save us from overtasking the replicator."

Besides the Borg shielding, that was the first ray of hope in an otherwise dismal damage report. There were still obstacles to overcome. How would they keep the tether from heating up too much given the electrical currents it would carry? How would they utilize the resulting electric current and transfer that energy to the Flyer without restricting the Flyer's motion. "Well then," Chakotay replied. "Let's start devising a plan of exploring the interior of this anomaly to gather what metal we can and constructing that tether. It sounds like we have our work cut out for us."

#

Author's note: meant to get this out earlier. So now we have two chapters of each new AU. I'll post future chapters as I become inspired.

Thank you all who have posted reviews or favorited/followed.


End file.
